It is interesting to note that he struck none of his Oxford contemporaries with the irascibility of which many of his detractors were later to accuse him. He was popular with his fellow-students and while he passed pleasant hours in witty banter, his studies were neglected. The uncle, who had backed him with such high hopes, was stunned by the news that he had received only a third, and angrily withdrew any further financial support when Collins made it clear that he had abandoned any intention of becoming a clergyman.
Thus in IS71, Collins found himself with a degree from Oxford, expensive tastes, empty pockets, and no prospects whatsoever. In this limbo-like state, he wandered into St. Giles's one afternoon where, moved by casual impulse, he opened the Bible on the lectern. Touching the text at random, he looked down to read the passage beneath his finger. It happened to be Acts 9:6: "Arise and go into the city, and it shall be told thee what thou must do." The message struck him as prophetic and legend claims that he then made his way out of the church and proceeded to London where he saw that he must make some kind of literary career for himself.
There were no helpful friends to provide him with letters of introduction to prominent editors such as those which eased Arthur Symons' entry into the literary world. Collins' journalistic career began with the contribution of a series of what were called "turn-over articles" to The Globe; the first of these to be published seems to have been "End of Term," which appeared December IS, IS72. However, these articles hardly prOVided enough to live on and at one period during his early days in London he was wholly dependent on the speed with which he could address envelopes, for which he was paid 2/6 per thousand.
An opportunity for earning a steady income suddenly arose in IS73 when W. B. Scoones offered him a position at his coaching school where Collins was to instruct Civil Service candidates in English literature and the classics. Collins found that he enjoyed teaching and the steady remuneration provided him with a measure of security for the next fourteen years, a consideration aggravated more urgently after he married and seven children followed one another with alarming rapidity.
More than any other Single factor, the constant anxiety about money accounts for the man Collins grew to be. For the rest of his life he was obsessed by the conviction that he must work at least fourteen hours a day in order to proVide his family with the basic necessities of life. He seized every opportunity of earning extra money by reviewing, and as the years passed, the strain of overwork and the fear that his health might break down exacerbated the latent neurotic strain in his temperament. While his long articles give the impression of emanating from a fluent pen, he struggled painfully with them and dawn often found him bent short-sightedly over his papers. Each piece of work was a giant with whom he travailed agoniZingly, its completion viewed as a bitter conquest. When he finished his book On Bolingbroke in December, 1880, he wrote in his "Commonplace Book": "1 thank kind God for gran ting me health and leisure to finish it."2 Collins' ambition soon carried him beyond ephemeral articles for The W arId and the classrooms of Mr. Scoones' coaching establishment. His first literary work of any length was the text for Sir Joshua Reynolds as a Portrait Painter in 1876. The fact that he knew nothing about art did little to deter him from accepting Macmillan's offer that he provide the commentary for the illustrations. He was able to speak more authoritatively in an article "Aulus Gellius" which Leslie Stephen accepted for The Carnhill in 1878 and, to his even greater delight, Dr. William Smith wrote to tell him that he would publish a lengthy essay on Dryden which he had submitted to The Quarterly Review. This letter marked the beginning of his long association with The Quarterly Review and Collins later said that Smith's letter "gave me more acute and lasting joy than any 1 shall ever feel perhaps.'" Books for reviewing began to flow in but, while his scholarly articles enhanced his literary prestige, they failed to stock the larder.
In 1880 Collins began lecturing for the University Extension Movement which had originated four years before, and he Soon proved to be its most popular and indefatigable lecturer. During the next twentyseven years he spoke on various aspects of English literature in every variety of hall throughout the length and breadth of England; it has been estimated that he delivered more than three thousand lectures for the Movement. He possessed the exuberant exhibitionism of the true lecturer and he had a genuine love of literature which he enjoyed sharing with others. The respectful attention paid to him by his students, including the Duchess of T eck and her daughter, the future Queen Mary, probably fostered his self-esteem, yet he longed to be something more than a lecturer to adult education groups. Ambitious and confident, he set out to cultivate the successful and the influential.
Letters of praise or requests for interviews were his usual mode of approach . At a party at Dr. Smith's, in 188 1, Browning was also present but in a self-depreciatory note in his diary, Collins noted that while he had met the poet on a previous occasion, he had, "of course, forgotten me.' " However Browning graciously agreed to give him an interview and in the same way Collins gained access to Carlyle and J. A. Froude. Among his nearer contemporaries, he managed to form close friendships with Swinburne and Gosse, to both of whom he wrote fulsome letters in praise of their poetry. "Your letter in its fullness of generous enthusiasm," Swinburne replied in a letter of March 27th, 1878, "makes me look over my babble chorus again and I confess I am content with it.'" Their mutual love of Tourneur also created a bond of sympathy between them and Swinburne took an eager interest in the progress of Collins' edition of Tourneur, published in two volumes in 1878. After Swinburne moved to The Pines in 1880, Collins was a frequent visitor and Swinburne often read his most recent work to him for his predictably favourable opinion.
Collins was often a guest at Gosse's home as well, and they took many long walks together, sometimes exploring old book shops for rare editions. Gosse even tried to give Collins a boost by writing a favourable notice of his book on Dryden for The Saturday Review in November, 1878. However, strains began to trouble the relationship the following year when Gosse, always hypersensitive to indignities, imagined that Collins had cut him dead in the Reading Room of the British Museum. "Don't let us quarrel," Collins begged him, "for you are one of the few men I know whom I care to be with and who worship at the same shrines having the same gods and the same Heaven.'" And he promised to take him to some opium dens he had recently discovered. But a full reconciliation was further complicated by the fact that Gosse was offended when Collins started to refuse his invitations to Delamere T errace. Collins found himself in the awkward position of being forced to deprive himself of the interesting company of literary people because he felt he could not leave his wife who was tied to the care of the many small Collinses.
It was in these years, with the pressure of work (,,1 lead the life of a galley slave," he complained to Gosse)7 and the anxieties of his fam ily oppressing him that Collins first began to exhibit the paranoiac envy and irascibility that characterized much of his later work. T ennyson happened to be the first target he Signalled out in a series of three articles in The Cornhill in January and July of 1880 and July of 1881. The Laureate had already come under various mild attacks from some of the younger critics but Collins' "A N ew Study of Tennyson" managed to make him wince to such a degree that Collins' name was enough thereafter to send him into a paroxysm of rage. In these articles Collins followed in the main the method he later applied so devastatingly to other victims. Blandly he praised the poet in the vaguest of terms and then proceeded to demolish him, all the time maintaining a tone of wide-eyed innocence about the precise significance of the outrageous statements he was making. Yes, admittedly, Tennyson was a great poet: how could he fail to be so with "his wondrous assimilative skill"?' Collins' fantastic memory enabled him to trace Tennyson's sources in case after case. In the second article, which appeared in July, Collins set out to demonstrate in detail that Tennyson's ''happy power of enriching and elaborating the rough material of others'" amounted in effect to borrowing every incident and transporting every character from some earlier source, each feature imitated so minutely that Collins found it impossible to find a Single case where Tennyson had transformed the original material with Shakespeare's irradiating power of the imagination. Poets could be divided into two categories (according to Collins)-those who drew directly from Nature and those who derived their materials secondhand from the world of Art-and he left little doubt which group were the real poets. Tennyson would not be naive enough to find comfort in the concluding words of the article. "Had we thought," Collins intoned sactimoniously, "that there would be the smallest chance of this paper or of its predecessor being misunderstood, they would never have seen the light. But we have no such fear. ... They are offered as commentaries on works which will take their place beside the masterpieces of Greek and Roman genius, and which will, like them, be studied with minute and curious diligence by successive generations of scholars ... to the scholar, and to the scholar alone, will his most precious and his most characteristic works become in their full significance intelligible."" It is not difficult to imagine the Laureate's sensations a year later when he picked up The Camhi!! to find a further contribution to "A New Study of Tennyson," this time a close examination of the poet's borrowings in Idylls of the King, which led the poet to complain that Churton Collins "makes me borrow expressions from men I never even heard of."" Collins had tasted blood and was not to be satisfied with a single heady success. He was surprised that The Comhill had accepted the article so readily, yet he knew that while he had chipped Tennyson's podium, the poet's stature in the eyes of most of his readers remained unassailable. The people who really aroused Collins' ire were his closer contemporaries, men who professed to be authorities on various aspects of literature when he, Collins, knew very well that they were achieving cheap fame only by gulling the credulous; a man like himself, on the other hand, with a genuinely profound knowledge of literature, was forced to lecture to adult education groups because he lacked the financial means to write a long scholarly work.
When John Addington Symonds' Shakspere's Predecessors in the English Drama appeared early in 1884, it struck Collins as the worst type of shoddy scholarship, but he did not dash off his devastating attack in an impulse of rage. His Commonplace Book reveals that he began his article an 30 April, 1884, and in a mood of discouragement he recorded that he could not write a single sentence that satisfied him; more than a year later, another item occurs in his journal: "It is four o'clock in the morning of Sept. 22nd 1885, and I have finished the article after many interruptions and much repulsive labour. I have no feeling of pleasure at its being finished-none at all. I am so sick of it."12 It is certain that Symonds felt scarcely more pleasure when he picked up the Quarterly Review in October, 1885, and read the fifty-one page article it had seen fit to devote to his book.
The opening words of the review were couched in the same deceptively ingratiating tone of Collins' approach to Tennyson. "This volume," he announced, "has more than one important claim to serious consideration. It is the first instalment of what promises to be the most voluminous history of our national drama which has yet been attempted."'· But he did not waste time on amenities, and there immediately followed a sobering list of inaccuracies which could lead the reader to nO other conclusion than that the book did not merit any consideration whatsoever. "But these are trilles," Collins finally remarked charitably. "We have now to animadvert on blemishes in Mr. Symonds's work of a much more serious character."14 It nOw became clear that Collins had been using Symonds's book as an excuse to attack a far more formidable target-Swinburne. There had been no quarrel between the two men and Collins continued to visit Swinburne at The Pines; but apparently he resented Swinburne's incursions into the field of criticism-his field-and found the poet's hyperbolic judgments arrogant and ill-informed. Swinburne's prose style reflected his exaggerated views, and to Collins' intense annoyance it seemed to be serving as a model for many other critics, including John Addington Symonds. Now he had his opportunity to lambaste their excesses in "decadent" language which might have marked him for one of their own. Style, in the hands of such practitioners, Collins claimed, became a kaleidoscope. "Its property is not to reflect, but te refract and distort, not to convey thought in the Simplicity of its original conception, but to decompose it into fantastic shapes. With them the art of expression is simply the art of making commOn ideas assume unCOmmon forms, or in other words the art of simulating originality."" When it came to Swinburne himself, Collins' description of him mounted to a feverish exaggeration which he would not allow to the object of his animosity. In describing the violent vacillations of Swinburne's taste, Collins found himself forced to conclude that he had been "guilty of greater absurdities than any writer of equal eminence who has ever lived."" Suddenly he seemed to remember the original subject of his essay and returned to Symonds, as though the attack on Swinburne had been but a passing digression. "And now our ungrateful task is concluded," he sighed with the weary conscientiousness of One who has performed a necessary but painful duty. 'We have so much sympathy with Mr. Symonds's studies, we are so sensible of his distinguished services to history and literature, and we have found so much that is so excellent in the present volume, that had we consulted it only, we should have refrained from everything bearing the appearance of adverse criticism. But the duty on us as critics is, we feel , imperative and that duty would be ill-informed if we did not raise our voice against innovations which we believe to be vicious and mischievous."l7 The remaining forty-four pages of the article contained Collins' views on the true origins and development of the Elizabethan drama with hardly more than a passing reference to Symonds, an indication of the contempt in which Collins held him.
Symonds, always acutely sensitive to adverse criticism, was stunned by the attack and to close friends confessed that he seriously considered abandoning literature altogether. However, embittered as he was by what he could not regard as anything but an unwarranted personal attack, he soon resumed his never-ending flow of books, but his publishers, Smith, Elder, and Co., took enough cognizance of Collins' strictures to discourage him from writing the second volume of the series On the history of the drama which he had originally planned to complete. Curiously enough, Swinburne knew nothing of the abuse levelled against him until Collins ingenuously brought it to his attention the following year.
Later in 1885 Collins launched an attack against Gosse which left in its wake greater reverberations than any he had previously set in motion. The issues behind this onslaught on Gosse, more virulent than any he had yet devised, were relatively complex, and it is difficult to extricate Collins' true motives, to determine the proportions of envy to genuine indignation. For some years Collins had been disturbed by the fact that the Universities totally neglected the teaching of English literature in their exclusive preoccupation with the classics. In his driven existence he took time to write article after article advocating a conjOint study of both the classics and English literature. The establishment of the Merton Professorship in English at Oxford in 1885 was in nO small measure the result of his pioneering efforts-as Collins knew very well, and after he applied confidently for the post, he was prostrated with disappointment at the news that it had been awarded to a distinguished philologist, A. P. Napier. His bitterness was further intensified when the Clark Lectureship at Cambridge (for which he had not applied) went to Edmund Gosse, a man who had never even been to a university. There does not appear to have been any open breach between Gosse and Collins up to this point, but it is clear that Collins regarded him as no more than an amiable dilettante and smouldered with resentment both at Gosse's social success among the literati and at his ability to persuade the academics that he was a scholar of consequence. When in 1885, Gosse brough t out his lectures in book form, From Shakespeare to Pope, he provided Collins with an unequalled opportunity of extracting his revenge. Again his remarkable memory served him well, for his eye was able to detect a mass of error and inaccuracy. This time he did not waste any time on amenities but immediately attacked with a bluntness which contrasted sharply with his earlier openings. "That such a book as this," he fulminated, "should have been permitted to go forth to the world with the imprimatur of the University of Cambridge, affords matter for very grave reRection. But it is a confirmation of what we have long suspected. It is one more proof that those rapid and reckless innovations, which have during the last few years completely changed the faces of our Universities, have not been made with impunity."" Gosse's name did not actually appear for six pages, a very effective belittling device. Collins skillfully prepared the ground for his tardy entrance by pouring scorn on ephemeral literary journalism and the overwhelming ambition of hack writers who were too ignorant to recognize how worthless their work really was. Collins was a master of sarcasm and when he turned to the actual book under consideration, he purred that everything about the externals of the book might disarm suspicion-the index was excellent, the type and paper unexceptionalbut if One glanced over even a single page of the printed text! His main objection to Gosse, it appeared, was that Gosse, with the superficia. approach one might expect from a journalist, knew literature onl) second hand. "The ignorance which Mr. Gosse displays of the simplesl facts is suffiCiently extraordinary, but the recklessness with which h, exposes that ignorance transcends belief."'· The harangue mountec to even greater stridency: " ... when he talks of the tattling monkey· tongue of Pope, we have an example of One of the most detestabl€ fashions of modern times-we mean the pert irreverence with which very little men are in the habit of speaking of great men."2. Repeatedly Collins reiterated that he chose to attack this particular book so vehemently because it had been issued under the aegis of the University, and if English were to be introduced into the University curriculum it must be taught by qualified scholars. "No good can possibly come from Dilettantism"; nor could any adequate English department be formed by those who were primarily interested in philology. Again, as he had done in his essays on Tennyson and Symonds, he concluded by assuring his readers of his altruistic motives, an assurance somewhat abrogated by the final sentence of his self-defence. "It was simply our duty, our imperative duty, in the interests of literature and in the interests of education, to speak out. That duty we have endeavoured to perform temperately and candidly. We have perverted nothing. Had it been our object to make game of the book, it would not, we can assure Mr. Gosse, have been very difficult."" Although Collins' review had been unsigned everyone in the London literary world knew who its author was.
Until the appearance of this diatribe Gosse had risen from triumph to triumph with remarkable facility. Acquaintances gossiped that success had made him rather cocksure and bumptiOUS. Collins' attack left him hurt, bewildered, indignant. Letters of outrage demanding sympathy were sent off to all his friends. ImpulSively, he decided that a counterattack was the best offensive and persuaded The Athenaeum to publish his rebuttal on October 23rd. A defiant dignity set the tone of Gosse's defence. "The Quarterly reviewer, with great ability," he declared, "gathers all his thunders for the purpose of crushing me, and a good many people will think that I am crushed. I should be the charlatan he accuses me of being if I were silent." He then proceeded to woo the sympathy of his readers with a tone of humble self-depreciation. "I have been hitherto very indulgently treated by the critics," he confessed; "I have eaten, perhaps, too many sweets, and the inevitable julep is here in a monstrous dose." Helpful criticism he would have welcomed, he implied, but Collins had exceeded the bounds of moderation. Gosse would admit the truth of none of Collins' charges-his attack had been sheer "dishonesty"-and if there were "little statements of mine which research may have proved to be inexact," "the reviewer knows perfectly well [these] can only be estimated by specialists."" In his conclusion he deliberately inserted a personal note when he confided to the public that "there are no stabs like those which are given by an estranged friend." The Athenaeum's approval of Gosse's stand was made clear in the same issue by a note in the "Literary Gossip" column : "It is understood that the article in the new number of the Quarterly Review on 'English Literature at the Universities' is from the pen of Mr. Churton Collins, the author of a clever monograph on Bolingbroke which we reviewed last May. "Mr. Collins," they added acidly, "if we mistake not, was a candidate for the Merton Professorship of English
Literature."23
Nevertheless, The Athenaeum granted Collins space to reply to Gosse on October 30th. Collins' rebuttal was far more specific about actual inaccuracies and incomparably better organized as a whole than Gosse's effort had been. In case after case Collins stated a concrete charge against Gosse, followed by his undeniable proof of Gosse's error. That painful business over, Collins then turned to Gosse's complaint that his original review had been the malice of an estranged friend. This Collins "absolutely" denied. The readers of The Athenaeum, accustomed to the dry fare usually prOVided for them, must have focussed fascinated attention on Collins' account of his friendship with Gosse eight years before as he told them of their joint book-buying expeditions and their numerous visits to each other's homes. "In those days," Collins lamented sadly, "I believed him to be an honest student and an honest worker. ... " The tone grew even more confiding: "Since then we became gradually estranged, in the sense, at least, that we seldom or never met -for the last five or six years, if my memory serves me rightly, we have not exchanged a word-but we never quarrelled. He went his way, I went mine." Collins denied that he had been motivated by envy of Gosse having secured the Clark Lectureship: " ... it was as open to me to become a candidate for it as it was for him, but I never stood for it."" At this point Collins made his fatal mistake-he dragged in Swinburne as an example of a man who could accept unflattering criticism with silent dignity, and then turned to his review of Shakspere's Predecessors to reiterate his strictures against Swinburne's pernicious influence or contemporary style:
... I believe, rightly or wrongly, that Mr. Swinburne's critical opmlO~ are often wild, unsound, and even absurd; that his prose style is still oftene: intolerably involved, florid, and diffuse; and that he has in consequenc< exercised a most pernicious influence on contemporary style and on con temporary literature. As Mr. Swinburne does not happen to be holding ' professorial chair, I could not pronounce him to be totally unfitted for th, post; but had Mr. Swinburne been occupying such a chair, I should in th, series of scurrilous epithets, Swinburne finally dismissed it con temp tuously as "graver at once and duller than its fellows of the mon profeSSionally comic press." As for its toady, Churton Collins, "Ma) the God of letters preserve me from the deep disgrace of ever deservin § his commendation!"" Instead of the rich generosity of spirit Collins hac attributed to him, he disclaimed all knowledge of the Predecesso" review until Collins had unWittingly drawn it to his attention by hi, article in The Athenaeum the previous week.
For once Collins had met his match; he was forced to admit thal "I cannot employ the weapons which he employs, and I would not if I could." He assured the readers of The Athenaeum on November 13th that he was only resorting to its pages Once more in order to defend thE reputation of the Quarterly. As for Swinburne's personal attack on him, it was "mere ribald abuse, deliberate misstatement, deliberate mis· representation, and sheer nonsense. "27 And so it went on. The follOWing week Swinburne returned to thE fray with sinister allusions to Collins' incompetence in dealing with facts, but the editor of The Athenaeum informed his disappointed subscribers that he would insert no more letters on the subject. ThE vendetta was then transferred to the pages of the Pall Mall Gazette, where Collins, in an anonymous article, seized On a flattering reference Gosse had recently made to Symonds in an article on Sidney in The Contemporary Review, as an example of the literary log-rolling he had been deploring, the sort of good fellowship which enabled a friend (rather than a qualified scholar) to obtain a Chair at Cambridge. He seemed to have forgotten that Gosse had done a similar favour for him seven years before. "What has embittered Mr. Collins against me, I cannot imagine ... ," reflected the bewildered Symonds. And Symonds seized with glee an error Collins himself had made in attributing a quotation to Sidney instead of Fulke Greville! "Do you observe," he asked Gosse with understandable querulousness, "how a creature like Churton Collins omits in his review all real discussion of the material in books, confining himself to the one object of carping sneering and personal insult? H e must be a most unhappy man-poor little wretch!""
The breach between Gosse and Collins was never healed. Gosse received the sympathy of his friends for what was generally considered an ignoble, ungentlemanly attack; Tennyson, who had reaSOn to share his bitterness, told Gosse that, in his opinion, Collins was "a Louse on the Locks of literature,"'· and W. R. S. Ralston, as the spokesman for Trinity College, whose academic judgment had been questioned, made an icy assertion that "Trinity College is not willing to be dictated to by Mr. Collins, by the World, by the Pall Mall Gazette, or, indeed, by any other authority except its Visitor, the Queen."'· Nevertheless, Gosse smarted for a long time afterwards, and Collins was immortalized in the Gosse household as "Shirten Collars." When John Addington Symonds protested to Gosse that he could have made his rebuttal far more effective if he had fran kly admitted his mistakes, Gosse replied: I wanted to expose the anonymous castigator as a recent friend, & of my own generation, and so discredit his good faith. And that was done. Whatever I am, everybody knows now that he is a blackguard.
As for myself,-while I value sympathy & praise, & smart very much under the blow,-I believe it has been the best thing that could happen to me. I have been perilously successful; I believe that without knowing it I have grown cocky and careless and almost unscrupulous. Don't tell Churton Collins, but I am afraid I have been taking things abominably easily." H e could not maintain this philosophic attitude consistently however, and when Symonds wrote to say that vindictive critics like Collins had almost convinced him that he should give up writing, Gosse sent him these words of encouragement:
The public knows you, trusts you, reads you, & they will presently begin to take you for an oracle .... This is where I envy you. You are believed in. This lying toad of a Collins had persuaded all England that I am not to be believed in ... I shall never regain popular confidence. They may learn to be amused with me, to read me with indulgence, but I may do the gravest & most accurate work that was ever done by mortal pen. The public will never believe in me again. That is just the difference. 82 Years later Watts-Dunton invited Collins to The Pines in an attempt to effect a reconciliation with Swinburne. Swinburne was surprisingly courteous in view of his notoriety for nursing grievances, but tended to lapse into long silences during the visit, and they never saw each other again.
As for Symonds, at the time of The Quarterly row he could think of Collins only as "that beast." Symonds had a singularly magnanimous nature, however, and only two years later willingly contributed a piece to the Pall Mall Gazette, supporting Collins' campaign to have English taught at the Universities. Collins was continuing to press for the reforms which he believed essential. In the pages of the Pall Mall Gazette he conducted a virtual one-man campaign in numerous articles, sometimes signed by "Oxoniensis," occasionally by "Lover of Truth," and in a further series of signed articles in The Nineteenth Century. It was largely through his continued efforts that a final honours school was founded at Oxford in 1893. Not yet satisfied, so fervently did he believe in his mission that in 1901 he persuaded a philanthropist, John Passmore, to donate £1675 towards the foundation of a scholarship at Oxford for the conjoint study of English and Classical literature. When a Chair in English was finally established at Oxford in 1903, with all the confidence in the world he applied for the post, only to be passed over again in favour of Walter Raleigh. His disappointment found vent in "Twaddle from a Great Scholar" published by The Saturday Review on 17 February 1906.
Still he persisted in his claims for recognition, yet after his application for the Chair of English at University College, London, was rejected, he lapsed into deep depression. His melancholy was somewhat dissipated by the offers of Chairs at Birmingham and Leeds (he went to Birmingham in 1904) and an honorary degree of Litt. D. at Durham the following year. But perhaps it was too late, particularly when the long years of bitter self-righteousness culminated in a piece of poetic justice: in Other less distinguished names could be added to those of Tenny· son, Swinburne, Gosse, and Symonds, as among the many writers who suffered from Collins's abuse. But is it just to remember Collins only as the gad-fly of his contemporaries, particularly of those more fortunate than himself? He was a sound scholar with an encyclopaedic knowledge of English literature, and when he spied an inaccuracy, only an impulsive creature like Gosse would venture to defend it. He had, moreover, a deep love of his na\ive literature, and he always claimed that his critical attacks were an attempt to maintain its purity, just as his campaign to make the Universities recognize the importance of the study of English was an attempt to raise English to its true dignity. When, in 1895, he reprinted his review of Shakspere's Predecessors in the English Drama in Essays and Studies, he confided to his readers that, since Symonds had died only two years before, he had hesitated as to whether he ought to suppress it. However, graver considerations governed his choice:
Nothing could have justified the appearance of these strictures during Mr. Symonds' lifetime if they arc not equally justified when he lives only in the power and influence of his writings. There is no need for me to say with Bentley Non nostrum est KEtJ.l.EYOt!i E7rEJ.l./JalvEtv, for it was in no spirit of personal hostility that 1 wrote what I thought it a duty to write nearly ten years ago. . .. sa
Nor did Collins hesitate to praise other writers if he considered that they deserved admiration. His deep respect for Matthew Arnold and Browning is recorded in his posthumous essays which had originally been delivered as enthusiastic lectures; and even after Swinburne's failure to support him, he insisted that he could "never forget that he is the author of 'Atalanta in Calydon.' "3' Furthermore, he tried to interest the public in various minor poets like Stephen Phillips, William Watson, and Gerald Massey, figures who have long since slipped into oblivion.
Collins was forced to drive himself to a sixteen·hour day in his desperate attempt to feed his family. The strain of such a life was made even more bitter when, on every side, he saw men with far fewer qualifications receiving public acclaim. His bitterness grew out of hand, indeed became the obsession of a manic depressive. "For the last six months or more I have had an awful time," he wrote to his brother in March, 1901, "-a sheath of melancholia has got hold of me, draining my whole life of all joy and 'lilt' and elasticity: my sufferings have been quite awful-God knows how I have managed to get through my work, but I have got through it, through every iota of it, nor lost one guinea. If it hadn't been for my dear ones here at home I couldn't possibly have struggled ~gainst it. ... "" Despite such spells of despair, he had periods of "lilt" in which his zest for life was remarkable. Swimming and walking provided release for his exuberant energy, and towards the end of his life he developed a passionate interest in crime; in company with Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, he made amateur attempts to solve many of the mysteries of the day. According to Doyle, "He had a great heart for any case of oppression.
It made him quite frenzied with indignation, for he had a fine sense of justice."'· The ferocious intensity, the capricious vacillation of mood, lead One to the inescapable conclusion that he was driven by forces over which he had little control. Was he in the grip of a strangulating depression when, under puzzling circumstances, he was found drowned in a dyke near Lowestoft in 1908? NOTES lL. C. Collins, Life and Memoirs of John Churto" CoWns ( London, 1912), 17. 2Ib; d., 42. ' Ibm., 35. 4Ib; d., 47. 'Ib; d., 31. .MS letter, Nov. 4 
